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FiGHTING BACK AT US, HUH? LET'S 
AND GET *EM — CAN'T BE MANY OF 
THERE'S MORE OF US ANYHOW! 


GO IN 

EM, AND 
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AS THOUGH IN REPLY, 
PANCHO TURNS AROUND 
AND MOCKS THEM MTH 
BULLETS. 
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F IT ISN'T YOUNG PANCHO LIBERTAD 
G SOMEWHERES MIGHTY FASTI 

OH-OH! SHOTS! . 




THANKS TO THE QUICK AND UNEXPECTED 
HELP PANCHO RECEIVES FROM THE UNKNOWN 
WAGON DRIVER, HE'S ABLE TO REACH THE 
OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN WITHOUT TROUBLE... 
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AS PANCHO DISMOUNTS BEFORE 
HEADQUARTERS... 




Wgo and tell 
i "bill bent', 
i foremen— me 
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ONCE THROUGH THE HEAVILY GUARDED 
OUTER PASS, THE SMALL GROUP OF HORSEMEN 
RIDE TOWARD A BIG HOUSE ON A PLATEAU. 
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THE ACCUSER SHA.RL5 AT RILL BEHT. 


/SO THE YANKEE TRAITOR 
/ CAN'T TALK, HEY? WELL, 
kU SOMEONE ELSE WILL PUT 
[A THE FINGER ON YOU! 
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BLACK RAVEN, HERE IS A 
WITNESS AS TO WHERE YOU 
WERE TODAY. HE'S GOING TO 
TALK FOR YOU. YOU'D 
BETTER LISTEN 
CAREFULLY! 
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YOU STILL ^l AIN'T LYmOl 
SAY 1 ROBBED W AND YOU *4 
THAT STAGE- ^% MURDERED] 
COACH? CONFESS* THOSE ? 
TELL THESE ^f PEOPLE )/ 
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IT'S FUNNY ^l 
YOU ESCAPED, 1 
WILLIAMS, WHEN S 
EVERYBODY ELSE 
WAS KILLED. 1 . 
THINK YOU y 
ROBBED IT "S. 
, YOURSELF! /N\ 


f \ ESCAPED A 

BECAUSE YOU 
^THOUGHT 1 WAS! 

& DEAD -BUT ) 
'/ YOU ONLY J 

U4ICKED ME. / 
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THE NEXT JNSTANT 



SO YOU WOULDN'T 
I'LL GET YOU, \sHOOT A LADY, 
YOU LITTLE ...^ EH. MR. ' 

HENLEY? 
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BY GOLLY, ANNIE, THOSE 
LETTERS MUST HAVE BEEN ON 
THAT STAGECOACHI BART 
HENLEY IS THE ROBBER 
ANNIE, LET'S GET THE 
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JESSIE JAMES 



H/A/G OF THE 



OUTLAWS 



JESSE JAMES BEGAN HIS FABULOUS 
CAREER WHEN HE WAS ONLY SIXTEEN. HE ] 
JO/NED THE CONFEDERATE ARMY! 
AS A SOLDIER. YOUNG JAMES DISPLAYED i $ 
COOL COURAGE, AND UNUSUAL ABILITY ! 
AT SHOOTING, WHICH LATER WAS TO 
MAKE HIM THE MOST FEARED OUTLAW 
IN THE WEST. 
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HERE'S WHAR' WE'LL PUT THE 
MARKSMEN, AND WHEN THAT 
SUPPLY TRAIN REACHES THIS 
'X' WE'LL ATTACK. THE 
HORSEMEN WILL COME FROM 
ROCKS BELOW 'EM, NEAR TH,. 
ROAD, AN 1 FINISH OUT THE JOB 
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SECONDS LATER 



CAREFULLY PICKING OFF ONE YANK SOLDIER AFTER 
THE OTHER, JESSE THROWS THE UNIT IN A PANIC.THOSE 
NOT HIT ARE TURNING THEIR HORSES BACK, AWAY FROM 
THE MURDEROUS FIRE ON THE LONE CONFEDERATE! 





YA' GOT WHUT IT TAKES, TA" 
GO A LONG WAYS. MATTER OF 
FACT, YA'RE ALREADY THERE. 
IT'LL BE A MAN'S SHARE OF TH' 
FIGHTIN' YOU'LL DO.. 
'OFFICIAL'... FER YOU FROM J 
NOW ON, CORPORAL DINGUS! . 





Russ heard the uproar in the . yard outside 
the bunkhouse but he didn't look up from his 
paper work. His arithmetic was adequate but 
rusty and the going was heavy. The paper in 
front of him held a long list of items. Stetson, 
fourteen dollars, silver tooled saddle, seventy- 
five dollars, Morgan quarter horse, two hundred- 
twenty five dollars. It was an impressive list 
when he finished. 

"Doggone, it can't be that much," he mutter- 
ed when finished. "Still givin' 'im the benefit of 
the doubt!" He grabbed his own battered hat 
and walked outside. Dandy Jack Collins was the 
center of attention and he loved it. He was seat- 
ed in a low slung roadster, gleaming with new 
chrome and unscratched. Russ did some quick 
r addition arid shook his head. He wondered 'how 
'Dob Masters could be so dumb. 

Helen, his daughter, w;j smiling shyly as the 
punchers hoorawed her about going on her honey- 
moon in style. The wedding between Helen and 
•"bndy Jack was slated for the following month, 
four weeks away. Any hopes Russ Holmes had 
were dashed when the announcement was made. 

Bob Masters had his own ideas about the 
future son-in-law. "I'm not lettin' my only 
daughter marry some shiftless saddle-tramp! 
When a man comes tuh me and shows me he 
can give her as good a home as she's leavin' 
then I'll give my blessin', not before!" 

His glance was on Russ when he said it. For 
four years the young puncher had worked hard, 
finally getting the foreman's job 'as a reward. 
His bank balance was growing and he had been 
serene, knowing that one day he would have 
enough for his own spread. Now, even his job 
was in jeopardy. Cattle had been missing, in 
small bunches at first, then more until an entire 
herd had vanished from the upper pasture. 



DRESSED 
TO KILL 



Russ couldn't take rt any longer. He was go* 
ing to take the pick-up truck but decided in 
favor of his tough little mustang, Helen's clear 
laugh was in his ears as he rode toward [he 
upper pasture. An hour's ride brought him to 
the bowl-shaped pasture. He unsaddled the 
horse and studied the countryside. 

He mounted and rode further, high up over 
the saddle-back. Far below was civilization, the 
gleaming ribbon of concrete that ran from the 
West Coast to the Mississippi. His mind kept 
going back to cow-hands' salaries and the 
figures he had arrived at. Dandy Jack had to 
be t!:e man but he couldn't accuse him without 
absolute proof. Helen knew how he felt and 
he knew what she'd think. Bob Masters, loyal 
to the core, would throw him off the ranch for 
accusing his future-son-in-law. No, he had to 
have iron-clad evidence or keep quiet and watch 
the girl he loved marry a rustler. 

"Somethin' drastic has to be done," he mused, 
"but I'll be danged if I can figure what!" He 
thought a minute, then shrugged. "Well, it's my 
job if I'm wrong, but I'll have to try it!"" 

He remounted and rode back to the ranch. 
Masters looked sympathetic when he handed him 
his pay. "Yuh didn't have tuh quit, son. Yo're 
( a good cowman. I'll give yuh the best of re- 
ferences." 

Russ shook his head. "I don't think I want 
'em, boss. The places I'm huntin' for work don't 
go in for references much!" 

He got a ride into town with the supply truck 
and hung around for four days. Dandy Jack 
was in oftener than a working hand ought to 
be but Russ knew he could invent plenty of 
business with the wedding coming up. He heard 
that Dandy Jack had put a deposit down on a 
nice spread south of town. It was adding up. 

He got his lead when Collins met two men 
near the edge of town. Russ couldn't hear 
their conversation but he did hear the flashily 
dressed puncher's parting words. "A week from 
now. Tell Romano tuh be ready for a couple 
hundred head. I need alt I can get these days!" 

It wasn't much to go on but it was all he 
had. He headed north -then, and the next week 



found him in Tucson. He discovered that 
truckers distrusted his jeans and boots so he 
packed them away and bought a leather jacket, 
work shoes and 2 cap to replace his wide- 
brirnmcd hat. 

It was hard to sit and drink coffee, just 
listening, but it paid off. He was In a truck- 
er's diner when he heard it. 

"Tony'^ looking for men again," one said, 
laughing, good wages but I'll hang onto my 
steady job." • 

The other nodded. "I wouldn't work for _ 
Romano's outfit if I starved. He has his hands 
in every black-market deal in the West. He'll 
have a tough job getting enough drivers and 
helpers." 

Russ climbed to his feet and walked over. 
"Romano's got one man, anyhow. Where can I 
find his outfit?'' 

They swung around. "Got sharp ears, huh 
bud? Well, it's no skin off my nose! He runs 
the Green Arrow line, outside o' town!" 

Russ found the trucking outfit and the job 
without too much trouble. Romano was a beefy, 
flashily dressed man in his forties. 

"Yuh look like yuh punched cows, kid," he 
rasped. "Any objections tuh making a fast buck 
and keeping your mouth shut?" 

Russ shrugged. "Money is what I want, 
Romano! Just so there's enough of it, 1 won't 
kick! When do I start?" 

"We roll tonight. Be here at six-thirty sharp!" 

Russ was there ahead of time. He was given 
a huge truck that smelt of fresh-killed meat, but 
it was no surprise. Ten other trucks rolled out 
of the garage and turned south. They turned off 
the main highway at a spot familiar to him and 
started climbing. He was surprised when they 
rolled onto a concrete apron and eased to a 
stop before a deserted "hangar. Russ cursed to 
himself. He had completely' forgotten that the 
Air Force had stopped using the field. De- 
signed as an emergency landing" strip, it had 
light planes during the war to be used for 
search. 

The first truck backed up to the hangar and ■ 
a crew inside began loading sides of beef. It 
rolled away when loaded and started back. Russ 
w.is fourth in line and he rolled off with the 
address of a packing plant given to him at the 
last minute. He hauled two loads that night and 
worked again the following night. He learned 
more then. One hangar was used to hold cattle, 
a second for slaughtering, and the third was for 
storage and loading. Russ's count came to a 
little over three hundred and he knew that was' 
about all that had been in the last herd taken 
from the ranch. He was last in line when they 
-came back to clean it up on the third night. 



Romano was there himself. He watched Russ'* 
truck take the last , sides of beef, only half a 
load, then call inside the hangar. 

"Okay, Jack, that's all," he called. "Come od 
out here, we'll check the count, and I'll get out 
of here!" 

Russ waited in the cab as he heard them 
climb into the truck. He got out and listened 
by the tailboard. 

"Three hundred and eight head," Romano said 
clearly. "Here's the check. When will you have 
another bunch ready?" 

Dandy Jack Collins answered "No more, 
Romano! I'd be stealin" my own beef. Masters 
is makin' me a partner after the weddin'!" 

That was all Bob wanted. He slammed the 
heavy door shut and climbed into the cab. He 
roared down the mountain road, hitting every 
rut on the road. It was early morning when he 
roared into the ranch yard. He leaned on the 
horn till Bob Masters and his daughter appeared 
on the porch. He climed down from the cab 
grinning. 

"You crazy, Russ?" Masters bellowed. "What 
are yuh doin" here with that?" 

Russ laughed. Helen was watching him, re- 
gret in her eyes. 

"I brought back some of your missin' beef, 
boss," he drawled, "and somethin' a little extra. 
Come on back here." 

They gathered around the tailboard while he 
opened the heavy door. Dandy Collins snarled 
and hurtled out, his face a mask of fury. His 
charge knocked Russ down but he got up, 
laughing at his opponent. 

"I've been waitin' for this chance, Collins!" 
He feinted with his left and sent a pile driving 
right into Dandy's mouth. A second landed on 
the bridge of his nose and the Dandy hit the 
ground. 

He reached down and removed the check from 
his shirt pocket. "Here, boss. Your future-son- 
in-law was sellin' dressed beef ruh the black 
market. Doesn't look so pretty any more, does 
he?" 

They looked. The ride with the freshly killed 
beef had caked his embroidered shirt, fancy 
chaps, and hand-sewn boots in blood. Russ had 
done the rest. Helen giggled, then Bob Masters 
howled. He clapped Russ on the shoulder and 
asked, "How did yuh track 'em down, Russ?" 

Russ was watching Helen walk away slowly. 
"Simple enough. All brands are checked against 
the bill of sale at the pens, boss. The only way 
he could do it would be to skin 'em first. I'll 
give yuh the details later," he said over his 
shoulder, "I have more important 
attend to right now!" 

(the End) 



COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 



Adventures of 

C2DG[ 



AND 




COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 




COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 



MEANWHILE, MICKEY HAS SUPPED 
HIMSELF UNDER THE WAGON, GUN 
READY IN' HAND.. 




A DETACHMENT OF THE 27ih U.S.CAVALRY, 
MEN AND HORSES WERE COVERED WITH DUST. 
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VERY WELL, MISTER. DO AS YOU PLEASE. 
THIS IS A FREE COUNTRY! EVERYONE CAN 
DO AS HE PLEASES. YOU MIGHT EVEN HAVE 
THE LUCK OF GETTING SCALPED BY 
SITTING BULL, FAMOUS INDIAN CHIEF... 

WELL, SO LONG! AND LUCK 
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HIS EYES ARE CLOSED. HE SEEMS 
__ LfFELESS. BUT CHRISTINE SAW 
"**^i HE WAS AN INDIAN. 
^— — s&>. FROM HIS WAR A 
'***Z6*<~^ \PAINT, SHE KNEW M 
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SHE RUSHES 
TOWARD THE 
CAMP... 



I SAW HIM BY THE WATER HOLE... 
L DEAD OR ALIVE... I COULDN'T 
TELL. 
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WELL, HE'S'STILL BREATHING. 

.ME JUST 
TO HELP 
'S BADLY 
NDED. 




HE SHOULD BE RIGHT AROUND THIS SECTION, 
WARNING YOU, HE'S DANGEROUS. IF YOU F 
OR SEE HIM FIRST, DO NOT 
HESITATE TO SHOOT 
HIM DEAD! 
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MEANWHILE, HIDDEN UNDER THE 
BLANKETS W THE DEP THS OF THE 
SETTLER'S WAGON, THE INDIAN 
HEARS THE SOLDIER'S WORDS... 
IN THE INDIAN'S EYES FLASHES A 
SPARK OF DEEP HATRED... 





SUDDENLY, A SMILE FLASHED 
ACROSS THE INDIAN'S FACE, AND 
IN SPITE OF THE FRIGHTFUL 
EFFECT OF THICK WAR PAINT, 
IT BORE A SIGN OF A NOBLE 
CHARACTER. 
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In the "BRANDING 
COUNTERFEITERS". 
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KE SEVERAL THIEVES WERE 
A.NAGAN'5 HORSES. ONLY WAY 
PECT HERDS... 


/ THERE'S A MIXED BUNCH > 
I OF HORSES, RANGER, LET'S 
\^ LOOK AT THEM. JA 
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I GOT IT! STEAL A HORSE. KILL ONE HORSE, THEN 
TRY COUNTERFEIT MARKS ON HIS HIDE. MAKE A 
WHOLE BRAND TO COVER THE ORIGINAL ONEI 
THEN PRACTICE TILL YOU'RE PERFECT, 
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HOWLING'S HORSES HAD TWO V 


BRANDS: THE ORIGINAL 




WHICH HE TRICKED UP, 
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RIDLEY WAS READY TO LEAVE.. BUT JUST 
THEN, TWO TOUCH LOOKING CHARACTERS 
FRAMED THE DOOR... 
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YEAH! WE'RE PALS OF 
HOWLING AND THOMPSON, 
SURE! DIDN'T THEY TELL 
YOU? NEVER SEEN YOU 
AMONG THEIR FRIENDS 
BEFORE, THOUGH, 
WHAT'S YOUR GAME 
STRANGER? 
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SO INTENT IN FACING WHAT HE THOUGHT 
WAS A NEW MENACE, HE DID NOT SEE 
RIDLEY'S LEG, THAT SHOT OUT SUDDENLY 
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b 7m WORLD'S GREATEST 
COMICS 




BUY THEM 
NOW AT YOUR 
NEAREST NEWSSTANLT. 




COMPLETE WITH 
BATTERY AND BULB! 



Nobody ever before set 
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PUTS TOU "IN THE MONET" — *M» 

MSTlYour savings pile up PLENTY 
FAST— and with this marvelous new- 


replaceable battery. GUARANTIED 
TO DELIGHT YOU, bank cornel 
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Television Bank! None of your 




mitacle Television Ba 








more, ibining convex ler 


s over screen 


can resist depositing enough to see the 


your wealth of savings. 
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NtW TtLtVISION BANK! send no money! o rder yo urs today! 
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Please rush me my TELEVISION BANK I jgtee to pif 

thai "if I am riot df!r*hrcd "i may teturn bank'm 5 days fj.' 
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